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When	words	fail,	we	turn	to	art	to	express	our	deepest	fears.	On	the	morning	of	November	8,	2016,
Anastasia	Kidd,	Shelly	Rambo,	and	Jenny	Knust	led	members	of	the	community	at	the	School	of
Theology	in	a	time	of	reflection	and	response.	We	sang	songs,	reflected	on	the	election,	shared	our
concerns,	read	poetry,	and	breathed	together.	Below	are	a	few	of	the	many	words	of	inspiration
brought	into	our	space	yesterday	morning.	I	hope	they	lift	your	spirit	this	morning.
Our	Deepest	Fear
“Our	deepest	fear	is	not	that	we	are	inadequate.	Our	deepest	fear	is	that	we	are	powerful	beyond
measure.	It	is	our	light,	not	our	darkness	that	most	frightens	us.	We	ask	ourselves,	Who	am	I	to	be
brilliant,	gorgeous,	talented,	fabulous?	Actually,	who	are	you	not	to	be?	You	are	a	child	of	God.	Your
playing	small	does	not	serve	the	world.	There	is	nothing	enlightened	about	shrinking	so	that	other
people	won’t	feel	insecure	around	you.	We	are	all	meant	to	shine,	as	children	do.	We	were	born	to	make
manifest	the	glory	of	God	that	is	within	us.	It’s	not	just	in	some	of	us;	it’s	in	everyone.	And	as	we	let
our	own	light	shine,	we	unconsciously	give	other	people	permission	to	do	the	same.	As	we	are
liberated	from	our	own	fear,	our	presence	automatically	liberates	others.”	–	Marianne	Williamson
My	November	Guest
“My	Sorrow,	when	she’s	here	with	me,
Thinks	these	dark	days	of	autumn	rain
Are	beautiful	as	days	can	be;
She	loves	the	bare,	the	withered	tree;
She	walked	the	sodden	pasture	lane.
Her	pleasure	will	not	let	me	stay.
She	talks	and	I	am	fain	to	list:
She’s	glad	the	birds	are	gone	away,
She’s	glad	her	simple	worsted	gray
Is	silver	now	with	clinging	mist.
The	desolate,	deserted	trees,
The	faded	earth,	the	heavy	sky,
The	beauties	she	so	truly	sees,
She	thinks	I	have	no	eye	for	these,
And	vexes	me	for	reason	why.
Not	yesterday	I	learned	to	know
The	love	of	bare	November	days
Before	the	coming	of	the	snow,
But	it	were	vain	to	tell	her	so,
And	they	are	better	for	her	praise.”	–	Robert	Frost
“The	Moose”	-Elizabeth	Bishop
Manifesto:	The	Mad	Farmer	Liberation	Front
“Love	the	quick	profit,	the	annual	raise,
vacation	with	pay.	Want	more
of	everything	ready-made.	Be	afraid
to	know	your	neighbors	and	to	die.
And	you	will	have	a	window	in	your	head.
Not	even	your	future	will	be	a	mystery
any	more.	Your	mind	will	be	punched	in	a	card
and	shut	away	in	a	little	drawer.
When	they	want	you	to	buy	something
they	will	call	you.	When	they	want	you
to	die	for	profit	they	will	let	you	know.
So,	friends,	every	day	do	something
that	won’t	compute.	Love	the	Lord.
Love	the	world.	Work	for	nothing.
Take	all	that	you	have	and	be	poor.
Love	someone	who	does	not	deserve	it.
Denounce	the	government	and	embrace
the	flag.	Hope	to	live	in	that	free
republic	for	which	it	stands.
Give	your	approval	to	all	you	cannot
understand.	Praise	ignorance,	for	what	man
has	not	encountered	he	has	not	destroyed.
Ask	the	questions	that	have	no	answers.
Invest	in	the	millennium.	Plant	sequoias.
Say	that	your	main	crop	is	the	forest
that	you	did	not	plant,
that	you	will	not	live	to	harvest.
Say	that	the	leaves	are	harvested
when	they	have	rotted	into	the	mold.
Call	that	profit.	Prophesy	such	returns.
Put	your	faith	in	the	two	inches	of	humus
that	will	build	under	the	trees
every	thousand	years.
Listen	to	carrion	—	put	your	ear
close,	and	hear	the	faint	chattering
of	the	songs	that	are	to	come.
Expect	the	end	of	the	world.	Laugh.
Laughter	is	immeasurable.	Be	joyful
though	you	have	considered	all	the	facts.
So	long	as	women	do	not	go	cheap
for	power,	please	women	more	than	men.
Ask	yourself:	Will	this	satisfy
a	woman	satisfied	to	bear	a	child?
Will	this	disturb	the	sleep
of	a	woman	near	to	giving	birth?
Go	with	your	love	to	the	fields.
Lie	easy	in	the	shade.	Rest	your	head
in	her	lap.	Swear	allegiance
to	what	is	nighest	your	thoughts.
As	soon	as	the	generals	and	the	politicos
can	predict	the	motions	of	your	mind,
lose	it.	Leave	it	as	a	sign
to	mark	the	false	trail,	the	way
you	didn’t	go.	Be	like	the	fox
who	makes	more	tracks	than	necessary,
some	in	the	wrong	direction.
Practice	resurrection.”	-Wendell	Berry
“Bringing	In	The	Sheaves”	-Jo	McDougall
Dream	Deferred
“What	happens	to	a	dream	deferred?
Does	it	dry	up
Like	a	raisin	in	the	sun?
Or	fester	like	a	sore–
And	then	run?
Does	it	stink	like	rotten	meat?
Or	crust	and	sugar	over–
like	a	syrupy	sweet?
Maybe	it	just	sags
like	a	heavy	load.
Or	does	it	explode?”	-Langston	Hughes
Heart	Prayer
“You	can	only	pray	what’s	in	your	heart
so	if	your	heart	is	being	ripped	from	your	chest
pray	the	tearing
if	your	heart	is	full	of	bitterness
pray	it	to	the	last	dreg
if	your	heart	is	a	river	gone	wild
pray	the	torrent
or	a	lava	flow	scorching	the	mountain
pray	the	fire
pray	the	scream	in	your	heart
the	fanning	bellows
pray	the	rage,	the	murder
and	the	mourning
pray	your	heart	into	the	great	quiet	hands
that	can	hold	it
like	the	small	bird	it	is.”	-Elizabeth	Cunningham
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